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and John and Paul awaited them. The only
changes possible were the dishes they taSted and
the seats they occupied.

Within a few days their cry was,, 'Our joys are
over; food has become insipid to us, we have loft
all relish for it. Our Stomachs loathe it and we
cannot bear to touch it. We have already spent
some days and nights in that luxury, and now
earnestly beg that we may depart/

Swedenborg saw those who were led into what
they supposed was the garden in which Adam and
Eve had lived. The paradise was magnificent with
groves of roses and olive, orange and citron trees.
On grassy plots sat young men and girls adorning
each other with wreaths of flowers. Many were
pressing the juice of grapes and cherries and
mulberries into cups and drinking with delight.
Through the glades the sun glistened on splashing
fountains, and bubbling Streams lapped flower-
Strewn banks.

It was all to no purpose. The very paradise be-
came in time a horror. The winding paths, revealing
at every turn fresh loveliness, seemed to those who
fled through them like the passages of a prison
where unending splendour was employed to torture
the mind and senses.

'We have now sat in this place a day and a half/
they said, 'and being in despair of ever finding our